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Lovely  Kitty  . 
Woo'd  aadJ^Iarried  and  a' 
The  Battle  oi  Sherra^IVIuir 
if  he  wiir take  the  Hint 
By^  the  gaily  Circling  Giafs 


Newcaftie  upon  Tyn^e  : 
r  lifted  by  J/Marllial),  in  t^^  Old  Flcili-Iwa-J^c!:. 
r/z  maj'jrljQiie  had^  d  large  end  curious  ^  u-jjartiticui 
cj-S'K-t,  Ballade, Tul^h  BiJlcrku  l^'^ 


Lovely  Kiiiy. 

pOR  foreign  climes  to  crofe  the  fea, 
1  joyful  ieftmy  native  cot, 
And  o'dr  the  billows  fung  with  glee, 

Unmiiadml  of  my  future  lot ; 
Till  love^  a  fofter  name  for  fate. 

To  other  themes  transformM  my  ditty; 
Then  all  *ny  fong  was,  ^  Bonhy  Kate,' 
Arid  all  its  burthen,  ^  Lovely  Kitty/ 
Oh,  fweet  Kitty. 

My  Kate,  too,  blythe  as  birds  in  fpring, 

Woul4  archly  warble  through  the  dayj 
la  Cupld^s  fpite  would  gaily  sing. 

And  oft  I  joinM  the  froiic  lay  ;  j 
Till  love,  oSended^chang'd  iike  mine,  j 

In  mere  revenge,  her  Icofnful  ditty,  | 
Then  rJl  her ^fong  was,  'Valentine,'  ' 

And  ttill  I  anlwer'd,  ^ Lovely  Kitty 
Oh,  f^^^eet  Kitty. 

Wood  and  quarried  and  a\ 

r  Y^i^E  bride  cam  out  o'  tlie  byre, 
A     And  O  as  Ihe  dightcd  her  cheekJ  ^ 
Sins  Vti\  to  be  Ui ariicd  the  night, 
And  hae  neither  blankets  nor  fheets  3 


Hse*neither  blankets  nor  fheets, 

Nor  scarce  a  coverlet  too  ; 
The  bride  that  has  a'  thing  to  borrow. 

Has  e'en  right  nieikle  a-do 
Woo'd  and  mamed>  and  a% 

Woo'd  and  married  and  a\ 
And  was  (he  na  vcr^  weel  aff, 

That  was  woo'd  and  married  and  a\ 

Out  then  fpak  the  bride's  father. 
As  he  cam  in  frae  the  pleugh, 

0  hand  your  tongue,  my  dpughter. 
And  ye's  get  gear  eneugh ; 

The  stirk  that  stands  i*  th^  tether. 
And  our  br;iw  baws'nt  yad, 

Will  carry  ye  hame  your  corn  ; 
What  wad  ye  be  at,  ye  jad  ? 

iVoo'd  and  married,  kc 

Nelft  out  fpak  thv^  bride's  mither, 
What  deil  needs  a'  this  pride ! 

1  had  na  a  plack  in  my  pouch 

That  night  I  was  a  bride : 
My  gown  was  linfy^woolsy, 

And  ne'er  a  fark  ava ; 
And  ye  hae  ribbons  and  bulkins, 

Far  mair  than  ane  or  twa, 

Woo'4  ^^ad  married^  ^ 
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What's  the  matter  ?  quo*  Willie, 

Though  we  be  fcant  o'  claife. 
We'll  creep  the  clofer  thegither. 

And  we'll  fnioor  a'  the  fleas : 
SirAinier  is  foon  coming  on, 

And  we'll  get  teats  o'  woo, 
And  iikevvife  a  lafs  o'  cur  ain. 

And  ilie'U  fpin  claife  enew. 

Woo'd  and  married,  &c. 

Out  spak  the  bride's  brlther, 

As  he  cam  in  wi'  the  kye. 
Poor  Willie  had  ne'er  a  ta^en  y^^ 

Had  he  kent  ye  as  weel  asl ; 
For  ye're  baith  proud  and  saucy. 

And  no  for  a  poor  man's  wife  ; 
Gin  I  canna  get  abetter, 

lie  ne'er  tak  ane  i'  my  life. 

Woo'd  and  married^  &c. 

Oat  fpakthe  bride's  fifter. 
As  fee  cam  in  frae  ilv^  byre, 

0  gin  I  were  bur  married, 
It's  a'  that  I  delire. 

But  we  poor  fouk  maun  live  fingle, 
And  do  the  bed  we  can  ; 

1  dinna  care  what  I  fliould  want, 

If  I  could  get  !*ut  a  man. 

Vv^ooM  and  married-i  kc* 


The  Baiile  of  Sherra-Miun 

OGam'  ye  here  the  fight  to  shun, 
Or  herd  the  sheep  wi*  me,  man  ? 
Or  were  ye  at  the  Sherra-muir, 

Or  did  the  battle  see  man  ? 
I  saw  the  battle  sah*  and  teugh. 
And  reekin  red  ran  mcny  a  fheugh. 
My  heart  for  fear  gae  fough  for  fough. 
To  hear  the  thuds,  and  see  the  duds, 
O'  clans  frae  woods,  in  tartan  duds, 
Wha  glaum'd  at  kingdonis  three,  man. 

The  red-coat  lads,  wi'  black  cockades. 
To  meet  them  were  na  flaw,  man. 

They  rufliM  and  pufii'd,  and  blude  out 

-  gufh'd, 

And  mony  a  bouk  did  fa',  man : 

The  great  Argyle  led  on  his  files, 
wat  they  glanc'd  for  tv/enty  miles. 

rhey  hough'd  tlie  clans  like  nine-pin  kyles, 

Ehey  hack'd  and  haftiVl,  while  braid  fwords 
clafb'd, 

And  thro*  they  dafli'd,  and  hew'd  and 
fmaftiM, 
Till  fey  man  died  awa/  m^n. 
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But  bad  you  leen  the  philibeg^,  ^ 

And  {kyvin  tartan  trews,  man, 
When  in  the  teeth  they  dar'd  our  whigs. 

And  coyenant  true-blues,  man  ; 
In  lines  extended  lang  and  large, 
When  bayonets  opposed  the  targe. 
And  thoufands  hailen'd  to  the  charge; 
Wi'  Hig'iland  wrath  they  frae  the  flieath 
Drew  blades  o'  death,  till  out  o'  breath 
They  fied  like  frighted  do ws,  man. 

0  how  deil,  Tarn,  can  that  be  true  ? 
Thechace  gaed  frae  the  north,  man, 

1  faw  inyfel',  they  did  purfue 

Thehorfemen  back  to  Forth,  man; 
And  atDumblane,  in  my  ain  fight. 
They  took  the  brig  wi*  a'  their  might. 
And  ftraught  to  Stirling  wing'd  their  flig 
But,  curfed  lot  !  the  gates  were  fliut. 
And  money  ahuntit,  poor  red-coat, 

For  tear  amaift  did  fwarf,  man. 
« 

My  filler  Kate  cam  up  the  gate 
Wi'  crowdie  unto  me,  man  ; 

Shf3  fwore  fhe  faw  fome  rebels  run 
'f  0  Perth  and  to  Dundee,  man  j 


Their  left-hand  general  had  naefkiil  j 
The  Angus  lads  had  nao  guid  wilJ^ 
That  day  their  neeboui's  blade  to  ipili  ; 
For  fear  by  foes  that  they  ihould  loie 
Their  cogs  o' brofe,  they  fcar'd  at  blowr:^. 
And  hameward  laft  didfleej  man. 

They've  loft  fome  gallant  gentlenieu 
Amang  the  Highland  c!ans>  man  ; 
I  fear  my  lord  Panmuir  is  lUin, 

Or  in  his  en'mies'  hands,  man  : 
Nor  wad  ye  fing  this  double  fiighr, 
Some  fell  for  wrang  and  fome  for  rights 
And  inony  bade  the  world  gude  night  ; 
Sae  pell  snd  mell,  wi*  mulkets  kiicii. 
How  torics  fell,  and  Whigs  to  heii 
Flew  oit  in  frighted  bands^  rrr^n. 

//  be  will  take  the  Hint. 

"^T^OUNG  Roger  is  a  bonny  lad, 

None  blytiier  I  can  fee  ; 
Sae  trin^  he  wears  his  tartan  plaid, 

Sae  kind  he  blinks  at  me. 
As  kind  I  blink  at  him  again. 

My  ihiiles  I  dirma  ftint. 
Yet  ftill  he  gies  my  bofbin  pam, 

He  winna  take  the  hin\ 


fe  tither  day  a  pm^boiigh 

The  rofe  aad  lily  too- 
5'An  e'nblem,  I  emit  own,  I  thought 

Wouid  tell  hhn  what  to  do  ; 
tl  courtieyM  low,  and  Imird  again. 

My  imiies  1  never  flint, 
|-.Yet  I'ail  he  gies  rny  boibm  paicj 
He  carina  take  the  hint. 

;-,Yc  lonfy  VuTrs  o'  the  town. 

Ad  vile  me^-if  you  can,' 
|:That  I  rnay  a'  my  wi flies  crown. 

Upon  a  modefl  plan  5 
Li'il  do  my  beft  to  gain  his  love, 
My  dreis  ihall  be  in  print, 
uid  I  will  ever  conftant  prove. 
If  he  will  take  the  hint. 

By  the  gaiJy  CircHng  GLyl. 

y  the  e;:iL'7  circ-.^:::^  Y-^.^ 

We  cai]'"£:e  how  iniiiutez  p^D  • 
the  hollow  flaik  are  to^d 
low  the  waning  nights  grow  cld. 

■)n,  too  fooii,  the  buiy  day 
;rr;cs  uS  f;om  our  fp''^rtj  away  : 
h'-a'o  ^vo  with  cay  to  <.iO  ? 
0:  Caic— 'twas  laade  for  you. 


